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Might foot of man tread, eye of man behold
Things unbeholden save of ancient men, Ways save by gods untrodden.    In his hold
The staff that stayed through some ^Etnean glen The steps of the most highest, most awful-souled And mightiest-mouthed of singers, even as then Became a prophet's rod, A lyre on fire of God, Being still the staff of exile : yea, as when The voice poured forth on us Was even of ^Eschylus, And his one word great as the crying of ten,
Crying in men's ears of wrath toward wrong, Of love toward right immortal, sanctified with song.